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Whispers of the Heart

EPILOGUE


Emma Martin was a talented artist who recently moved to the coastal community of Sea Isle, Florida. Her talent went beyond just painting; she possessed many talents, including sculpting and glassmaking. While she hated to leave her hometown of Cold Acres, Minnesota, she had little choice. There were things in her past she didn’t want anyone to know. As much as she tried to hide it, things always seemed to catch up with her and come haunting. From where she sat, there seemed to be no way to put it behind her if she stayed in Cold Acres.

Sea Isle was a coastal town of about 5,000 people, all about Emma’s age of 24. At least that is what the demographics of the community said. Of course, there were a few retirees, a common sight throughout Florida. Her past was not the only reason she left Cold Acres. If the truth be told, she was simply tired of the freezing winters, the ice and snow, and being unable to find the right customers to purchase her many excellent works.

Emma rented a two-bedroom cottage within walking distance of the Atlantic Ocean. A few miles from the shore, there was a lighthouse, manned 24 hours a day by Nathan Green, a 26-year-old widower who still had nightmares over his wife’s death. Nathan’s wife, Constance “Connie” had drowned in the ocean, and Nathan couldn’t shake the feeling he was somehow responsible and could have saved her if he would have been at the lighthouse instead of jogging with some friends. He had left Connie in charge of the lighthouse, but she left to help a boater that appeared to be in trouble. Regrettably, she neglected to put on her life vest, and while attempting to assist, a massive riptide pulled her under. The alarm from the lighthouse alerted him, but he was too late to save her.

Storms were common on Sea Isle, which was why the lighthouse was still standing, even though it had been over 50 years since the local government commissioned it. Nathan was the only lightkeeper currently, and he and Connie had lived there before her death. Now, it was only Nathan manning the lighthouse; if he needed to leave for any length of time, he had to find someone to stand watch until his return. Oh, he could have found someone to date and maybe shared the responsibility like he and Connie had done, but he wasn’t interested in replacing her—-not right now, anyway. Her death was still fresh in his mind, and he needed time to heal.

Emma also needed to heal but for a different reason. Before she moved to Sea Isle, she had been recovering from a traumatic break-up that left her questioning her self-worth. She had been with Noah for four years after she met him in college. They did everything together and at the time of the break-up, they had been talking about buying a house together and getting married. Unbeknown to Emma, Noah had been cheating on her for over a year. All the talk about a future together was just a way to hide the truth. Her mother was the one who suggested a move.

“Emma, you can’t sit around here and mope. You’re a talented artist. Don’t let that go to waste. Noah is not worth throwing that all away.”

“My brain knows that, but my heart isn’t so sure. I have tried to put him out of my mind, but it isn’t working.”

“Maybe what you need is a change of scenery away from all the memories. You have nothing holding you here.”

“You, Dad, and my siblings are here.”

“Rubbish! You don’t need to live your life for us. It’s more important you live your life for yourself.”

“Well, I have thought I might like to leave Minnesota and move to Florida where it’s warmer. Noah and I talked about moving to Southern California, but that would hold too many memories. Maybe I’ll research it and see what my options are. Thanks for the encouragement, Mom.”

“You’re welcome. We just want you to be happy and make the most of your talents.”

“My lease ends in three months, but it will take me at least that long to make all the plans. Hopefully, I can settle everything before then.”

“You can always stay here if you run out of time. Rent one of those PODs and put all your furniture and other belongings in it. Then you don’t have to hire a moving truck.” 

“Thanks, Mom. That’s the perfect solution. I better go now. I have a lady stopping by tonight to look at some artwork she may want to buy.”

She stopped at The Upper Crust on her way home and grabbed a pepperoni and sausage pizza. The traffic was horrendous; it was rush hour, after all, and it took her longer than usual to get home. She had just enough time to eat a couple slices of pizza and gulp down a Pepsi before her potential client arrived. Just as she finished her drink, there was a knock on her door.

“Just a minute,” she called out.

“So sorry to keep you waiting. It’s Marilyn, right? I’m Emma. Please, come in.”

“Thank you so much for seeing me.”

“It’s no problem at all. What are you looking for? If I don’t have it here, I can make it for you.”

“That would be great. I’m looking for a blown glass sculpture that would be perfect décor for a beach house.”

“Okay. Here’s an idea to think about. The piece I’m thinking about is called Eternal Tides and uses ancient blown glass techniques on molten glass. In its completed form, it reminds you of a majestic ocean wave and appears frozen in time. The glass includes hues of blue sea combined with turquoise, aqua, and cobalt. It will sit beautifully on a windowsill where the sun can dance off the beautiful colors. It would also look beautiful in the entryway to your beach house.”

“That sounds perfect. Do you have something like that in your inventory, or do you need to make it?”

“I don’t have that exact piece, but I have a similar piece I can show you. Come with me into the studio.”

After showing the piece she had in inventory, her customer purchased it rather than waiting for Emma to make another. The piece was one she made after she had broken up with Noah. After the sale was complete, she began her research and came across Sea Isle off the Florida coast. It included cottages for rent, so she emailed the management company for more information.

It took her two months before her move was complete. She paid the last month of her lease and headed to Florida. The drive was long and tedious, but she took her time and stopped along the way. She visited the Griffin Museum of Science and Industry in Chicago, where she explored simulators of airplanes throughout history. She also visited many displays and exhibits before stopping in town for a Chicago-style deep-dish pizza. 

When she finished eating, she headed back to the highway. It was about 7 p.m. when she saw signs directing her Toledo. She just wanted dinner, a shower, and a place to sleep. After some research, she found a Quality Inn on Secor with an on-site restaurant. She had packed an overnight bag with necessities, checked in to the motel, and ordered room service.

The following day she left Toledo around 8:00 a.m. and arrived in Sea Isle approximately 2:00 a.m. She used the key they sent her from the management office and let herself into the cottage. The place was immaculate and quite spacious for a cottage. She ate dinner, showered and headed to bed. The next day, she had tons of stuff to do before the POD arrived from Minnesota, and she wanted to be fully rested.

She had only been there about three days when the weather reports predicted a severe storm. She went out to get some things she needed and hoped to be back before it hit. Unfortunately, that didn’t happen. Just as she left the store, the sky turned dark, and it looked like it was 10:00 at night. The tree branches were blowing from the wind, and it took every bit of strength she had to keep her vehicle on the road. She had an SUV, but the entrance to the community had flooded, and the only lights visible came from the direction of the lighthouse. She didn’t have any perishables, so she left her truck and crossed the pier leading to the lighthouse. The ocean was roaring, and the waves surged several feet in the air. Upon reaching the lighthouse, she found herself completely drenched. 

Nathan had been looking out, watching the storm, in case someone required his assistance. When he saw Emma, he couldn’t help but laugh a little. She looked so pathetic standing there in the rain, her clothes clinging to her body.

“My goodness, you are going to catch a cold! Please, come inside and get out of those wet clothes. I have very little in the way of women’s clothes, but I think I may have a few things.”

“Thank you so much. I thought I could beat the storm, but it suddenly came up and flooded the roads. It looks like the electricity is out, too.” 

He was tall, just over six feet, was her best estimate. His hair was dark brown, and his eyes were a deep shade of blue. She noticed he was quite muscular, like he worked out regularly. He was certainly a gorgeous example of a man!

“Yes, unfortunately, but the lighthouse runs on a generator when that happens. You must be new here. I haven’t seen you before.”

“I just moved here a few days ago.”

“There you stand in wet clothes. Let me get you something dry and warm.”

Nathan went into the bedroom and brought a robe he still had that belonged to Connie. He just couldn’t part with her things yet, even though she had been gone close to a year now.

“Here you are. If you’re cold, I have some chili I made earlier. I can warm it up.”

“That would
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